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REPENTANCE. 



Repent ye, for the kingdom of heaven is at hand. 

Matt, iii., 2. 



When comes the awful tempest through the sky, — 
When far and fast the swift-winged lightnings fly, — 
And when the thunder's voice, sublimely loud. 
Peals from the bosom of its parent cloud. 
Who hath not watched with anxious eye to see 
The first slow rain-drops falling heavily P 
Who hath not blessed them, as with quickened rush. 
From the dark face of heaven they freely gush. 
To cool the fever of the sun-parched plain. 
And bid the pulse of Nature calmly beat again P 



Is there not such a balm for spirits given. 

When they have wandered from the ways of heaven ? 

When on the heart the steps of guilty wrath. 

And gloomy sin, have traced a burning path ? 

When heaven no longer, with indulgent eye. 

Looks on the frailties of mortality ; 

But musters all its vengeance, to be shed 

In fiery ruin on the sinful head ; 

Then comes Repentance, to arrest that doom. 

And her sweet tears are seen gliat'ning amidst the gloom. 



Oh, mild attendant on the fiend Remorse ! 
Sweet, placid follower in his painful course ! 
When he hath taught the stubborn heart to .bleed. 
When he hath bowed it Uke a broken reed. 
How oft thou standest by his side, to turn 
To cooling tears the fearful thoughts that bum 
The frenzied brain, — thou Indst the glistening eye 
Look through that hallowed dew towards the sky. 



And with thy sweet voice whisperest — Peace may be, 
So that the heart will fix its hope, its trust in thee ! 



Ranorse may eome without thee, — dark and deep 
His probings are, when thy hand doth not steep 
The wounds in thy own balm ; thou canst not dwell, 
Save in the bosom whose wild sufferings tell 
The demon there hath used his venomed sting. 
And then 't is thine the tortured heart to bring 
Back imto Hope, — ^to trace each footstep o'er 
Where'er the cruel tyrant trod before ; 
To cool its fever with thy tender tears. 
And bid it bring forth flowers of truth in future 
years. 



Strange ! that the parents of so sweet a child 
Should be themselves so savage and so wild ; — 
Passion and guilt! 'twas these who brought thee forth. 
And gave thee rudely to this sinful earth ; 
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But so the rosebud blossoms on the thorn ; 
And so the rainbow of the cloud is bom ; 
And so the bark, that Ocean's danger braves. 
But finds a home upon that ocean's waves ; 
And so art thou, amidst the spirit's strife. 
The hope — ^the saving bark upon the sea of life ! 



Oh ! thou didst touch the breast of her who knelt 
Before the Saviour's feet ; 't was thou didst melt 
The fount of feeling frozen in her heart 
So long; thou struck'st the chord, and thence did 

start 
The tones, the wordless tones, that rose on high. 
As holy as an angel's melody. 
And when had those dark eyes shed tears so sweet 
As those that bathed that blest Redeemer's feet ? 
And when could lowly homs^e lovelier be 
Than such as her's, who bent in reverence, bom of 

thee? 



Turn to the death bed — where Remorse hath fixed 
His fatal reign^ unsoHened and unmixed 
With thee. Upon that face, without controul. 
Revel the fearful workings of the soul ; 
The eyes are fixed ; but in their glassy gaze. 
They see the crimes — the shame of long past days ; 
And nought beside : for them no ' shining light/ 
By thee revealed, bursts on their darkened sight ; 
And Conscience, watching o'er his guilty prey. 
Sees with relentless frown trust after trust decay. 



Now look again ! — ^there lies another form 
Stretched on its couch ; the cheek is calm, — and warm 
The heart with hope, — ^tears, happy tears within 
The eyelid lingering, blot the view of sin ; 
That heart hath sinned — hath suffered ; but thy balm 
Hath healed the wounded breast, and bade a calm 
Be on its heavings : in the last hour now 
It looks on Death with an untroubled brow ; 



For thou hast taught it — ^though 't is erring, even 
So it wiU own thy power, its crimes shall be forgiven. 



Olv holy Penitence ! apply that power 

Unto our spirits in their parting hour : 

And when at length thine office shall be o'er ; 

When this ^edr world, and Time shall be no more, 

Shalt thou in safety lead the multitude 

That thou hast rescued, to the source of Grood ! 

To Heayen and Mercy shalt thy charge resign ; 

And then — and only then, shalt thou decline ; 

Lost in the Light that not on earth could glow. 

And ending with the cause that brought thee forth 
below ! 




THE OLD GREY STONE. 



All ihiimiB perish, 
Save that which cannot die — ^the immortal spirit ! 
And should we fix the trust of deathless things 
On those that pass away 1 



The old grey stone ! the old grey stone ! 

] know not why I love to sit 
For hours, in silence and alone. 

In the church-yard, and gaze on it. 
There are fair monuments around, — 

This is the only one unknown ; 
Yet none can waken thoughts profound. 

As can the old grey stone ! 
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I wander near it, when the dew 

Of mom is dripping from the eaves. 
And the church window glistens through 

Its curtain of green ivy leaves. 
The marble shines, when o'er its white. 

Smooth surface is the sunlight thrown ; 
But oh ! I love, though not so bright. 

The nameless old grey stone ! 



^T is but a fragment of a tomb. 

Spared when the rest was cleared away ; 
Its sculpture gone — the name of whom 

It covered perished in decay ; 
But though it bears nor name, nor date, 

I have wild fancies of my own. 
And I do love to contemplate 

The shattered old grey stone ! 



I love to think, — Perchance some head 

Of peerless beauty there may rest, — 
That monmnent perhaps was laid 

Upon a fair and lovely breast ! 
And even while I gaze, perchance 

Some spotless spirit looketh down. 
And casts its pare celestial glance 

Upon the old grey stone I 



If such things be, what vanity 

This earth and all its things must seem 
To those who dwell in bliss on high. 

Whose name on earth is but a dream ! 
And while we strive, with care and pains. 

To leave a name when we are gone. 
May we remember what remains 

Of that sepulchral stone ! 



THE DOVE FROM TSE ARK. 



'' The ark is resting on the earth 
That the waters covereth o'er. 

Then go, thou trembling dove, go forth. 
And above its bosom soar.*' 



The dove went forth on her pinions fair. 

Across the waters wide ; 
And now she deft the sunless air. 

And now she swept the tide. 



And all day long her form around. 
Like a star, was seen to shoot ; 

Yet, on the pathless waves dhe found 
No rest for her wedry foot. 
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She turned her from the billows dark. 
And from the curling foam ; — 

She turned her to the saving ark. 
And it took the wanderer home. 



" Go forth again, frdr dove ! and see 

If thy gentle eye can scan 
A place in all the world, to be 

A resting place for man/' 

Again she went, — again she sought 

The far spread ocean round ; 
And she returned ; — what hath she brought P 

What has the white dove found P 



The olive branch ! — the sign of peace. 
She hath borne from the stormy earth ; 

And soon the raging floods shall cease. 
And man himself go forth ! 
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Oh, be my soul like thee, fair dove ! 

In passing on through life. 
Still, by its faith, borne far above 

The world's tumultuous strife. 



And when by weariness 'tis driven 
To rest where tempests cease. 

Bearing, on its return to heaven. 
The sign of hope and peace. 



KINDRED SPIRITS. 



Drops from the ocean of eternity ; 

Rays from the centre of unfailing light ; 
Things that the human eye can never see. 

Are spirits, — yet they dwell near human sight; 
But as the shattered magnet's fragments stiU, 

Though far apart, will to each other turn. 
So, in the breast imprisoned, spirits will. 

To meet their feUow spirits vainly bum ;— 
And yet not vainly. If the drop shall pass 

Through streams of human sorrow undefiled, — 
If the eternal ray that heavenly was. 

To no false earthly fire be reconciled, — 
The drop shall mingle with its native main. 
The ray shall meet its kindred rays again ! 
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THE THINGS OF THE WATERS. 



Pale, glistening pearls, and rainbow-coloured shells, 
Bright things, that gleam unrecked of, and in vain. 

Mrs. Hemanb. 



Upon the waters ! — many a ship that rolls 

Before the winds and waves, in stately pride, — 

Uprooted searweed, — human forms and souls, — 
These are the things that o'er the ocean ride ; 

Yet, though they find their watery paths o'er thee. 

They cannot rule thee, — oh, thou tameless sea ! 



Within the waters ! — weeds, the waves in wrath 
Have torn from their own caverns, — ^living things. 

Whose home is in their bosoms ; such it hath. 
And wild and mighty monsters forth it brings ; 

And yet, thy children cannot weaken thee. 

As thou dost nourish them, — unmeasured sea ! 
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Beneath the waters! — sands^ and rocks^ and cayes> 
And whitening bones> and ptarls, and gUttermg 
gems, — 

And crs^gy chambers, that the coral paves, — 

And sea flowers, cherished on their slender stems ; 

Yes ! — 'neath the waters is thy treasury 

Of gold and priceless jewels, — royal sea ! 



Around the waters ! ---rocks and deserts vast. 

And green and fertile shores, and halls and towers. 

And woods, where never huaaan foot hath past, — 
And fairy banks, bestrewn with summer flowers, — 

And rivers, rolling aU themselves to thee ; 

And yet, thou heed'jst them not, — oh, thoii proud sea! 



Above the waters ! — the pure a2ure sky. 
And richly tinted clouds, and roving wind. 

And fair and many-coloured birds, that fly 
Across their wastes, a nearer home to find ; 
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Bright insects^ humming in their noontide glee, 
That from the shore have flown to try the sea ! 

And none of these control thee ! yet the moon 
Can bid thy tides flow, and return again : 

The sun, in the fierce glory of his noon. 

Can drink thy waters up, — thou beauteous main ! 

But when a storm is passing over thee. 

They cannot stop thy furious rage, — wild sea ! 

Yet there is One, who hath the power to stay 
Thee in thy passionate madness ; — he whose hand 

Formed thee, can force thee, ocean, to obey 

His utmost bidding ; — ^when He doth command - 

Thy billows to their homes, then thou must be 

Calmed, as his breath goes o'er thee, — conquered 
sea ! 



LESSONS. 



And this our life, exempt from public haunt. 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 

Shakspsari. 



Let us go to the hall^ where the red wine flows« 

And roses and myrtles are gaily wreathed ; 
Where many a cheek with its deep joy glows. 

And the sweety sweet music of lutes is breathed. 
£re morning comes, the scene will be fled ; 

Faded will be the dream of bliss ; 
The song will be hushed, and the roses dead, — 

Is there nought to be learned by this ? 
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Let us go to the shore^ where the sea shells lie, 

And the sand with weeds and wrecks is strown ; 
Where o'er the rocks the cold waves fly. 

And make their hollow and sullen moan. 
Those desolate things were cast away 

From the false breast of the raging seas ; 
And there they are sadly left to decay, — 

Is there not a lesson in these P 



Let us go to the wood, where the hawthorn blows. 

When its leaves in the soft spring-time are gi^en ; 
When it» mantle around it ike woodbine throws. 

And 'tl:ie pearly Howereta peep between ;<-^ 
Oh, we shall find a moral in them. 

Thus with the leaves deceitftdly twined j 
Decking awhile the thorny stem, 

Yet dropping off with the first rude wind ! 
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Let us go to the fields^ when the storm is o'er. 

And the rain-drops sparkle like stars at eve ; 
When the thunder peal is heard no more. 

And the ocean's bosom hath ceased to heave : 
Then we shall see the rainbow bright^ 

From the gloomy clouds and the sunshine wrought. 
Shedding on all things its coloured light, — 

Somethings surely, by this is taught. 



Let us go to the graves, where our loved ones are. 

And let us choose the midnight time. 
When the heavens are glorious with many a star, 

And silence aud grandeur raise thoughts sublime ; 
And as we look from the mouldering dust. 

Up to the cope of the beauteous sky ; 
So shall our spirits ascends in tiheir.trust,. 

To the Holy Spirit that dwdUeth on higlL 
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THE HOPES OF MY LIFE. 



" Ay! — hom helpless childhood '' 
To youth's fresh morning, manhood's summer years, 
And tottering, weak old age, Hope is our stay. 
Our life of life ; — ^in infimcy our toy ; 
In youth, the glass through which we see all things. 
In colours fairer than reality ; 
In our full prime, as noontide sunshine to us ; 
And in our last days, the strong staff on which 
We lean, and look towards heaven." 



Hope of my childhood ! — what wert thou ? 
That I might roam on the mountain's brow ; 
That when I awoke to the morning's light. 
The day might be serene and bright ; 
That I might be first to find out where 
The violet scented the soft spring air ; 
That I might track the wilding bee 
To his home in the trunk of the hollow tree : 
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Such were the simple things that first 
The spirit of hope in my bosom nurst. 



Hope of my youth ! — thy intensity 

Was like the glow of the summer sky ; 

Thou wert a dream of loveliness. 

Fixed in my bosom's inmost recess ; — 

That I might be gazed on tenderly. 

By the eyes that were as heaven to me ; 

That the heart I loved might pour again 

Its love on mine, like the summer rain ; 

That that spirit might melt in affection's power ; 

Such were the hopes of my youth's warm hour ! 



Hope of my summer ! — wild and vain 
Wert thou, although my fevered brain 
Cherished thee with that mad desire. 
Whose wild flames are like a lava fire, 
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That my name might blcnid With many a name 
That is uttered by the voice of fame ; — 
Oh, how I tried my heart to deceive ! 
Even as when a sweet dream doth leave. 
We try and long, and long in. vain. 
To sleep, and dream it o'er again. 



Hope of my age ! — and what art thou ? 

Oh, not on fading things below 

Is thy foundation, — thou art no dream. 

To melt away like the summer beam. — 

I have known some hopes that looked most bright. 

Perish like dreams in Truth's morning light. 

I have known others as blossoms fair. 

Wither like them in the blast of Care ; 

But thou, thou can'st not be faded or men. 

For thy spring is Truth-^thy source is lieaven ! 
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STANZAS. 



" The peace of God that passeth all undeMmding, kfeep your 
hearts and minds in the knowledge and love of God." 



Oh, what can compare to the peace of God> 

When it cometh upon thet heart* 
Where once ooiitendmg> pafisions trod,^- 

When it bids them all depart ! 
Oh ! not the peace of the battle plain. 

When the day's hot fight is o'er ; 
There war may madly rage i^^ain, — 

In that heart it can rage no more. 



'T is not like the peace to the ocean given. 
When above the soft: skies smile ; 
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True> it may image the face of heaven, 
And be gentle and calm for awhile ; — 

But shall not the clouds again be hung 
(Ver it, in gorgeous gloom. 

And shall not many a life be flung 
Away on that stormy tomb ? 



'T is not like the peace of the fruitful land. 

When the valleys are thick with com ; 
That peace all hearts may understand. 

For of earthly things 't is bom ; 
But thou wouldst not call it peace hadstthou knelt 

Before God's holy shrine. 
And that blessed calm in thy spirit felt. 

That none can e'er define. 



Turn not to earth, for its brightest joys 
Beside His light are dim ; 
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But there is a pleasure nought destroys. 
And it flows alone from him. 

Oh, be that peace upon thy breast. 
And thou shalt surely know. 

That save His pure and holy rest. 
There is no true peace below I 
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" REMEMBER THY CREATOR IN THE 
DAYS OF THY YOUTH/' 



Remember Him ! while yet no sorrow flings 
Its gloomy shadow on thy smiling brow ; 

Before a livid trace of sadness clings 

Unto thy cheek, and stains thy bosom's snow. 

Before thy hair turns grey, thine eye grows dim. 

Remember his commands, — remember Him 1 



Remember Him ! while yet thy soul can cope 
With its light trials, — while its restless zeal 

Is wakened up, by youth and sunny hope. 
And the fresh pulses of the heart appeal 
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Unto 1^ieir:fiaiient,/foft vbefepii to leed : 
Remember Him,— ithoo. shait* be blest indeed 1 



Remember Him ! though this world spread her 
snares 
Of fading flowers and gilded chains for thee ; 
Though thy bright path be free from thorns and 
cares. 
And thou dost joy in fancy's imagery ; 
Let not its visions from thy spirit* s sight 
Shut out the one pure, true. Eternal Light 



Remember Him ! when death seems distant far. 
And not a mist is in life's summer sky. 

While the sweet voices of affection are 
Floating around thy heart in melody; 

.While health and vigour nerve each youthful limb. 

Even in thy fullest strength, remember Him ! 
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Remember Him ! oh, whether yoath be paai, 
In joy or sorrow, still forget Him not ; 

And when thy sun is setting at the last. 
He shall not fail, — Hum shall not be forgot 

His peace shall sink upon thy spirit dim. 

Like twilight dew, so thou remember Him ! 




MOSS. 



The velvet moss, 
Embroidered with the purple violet. 
Gleamed in the sunshine like an emerald gem. 

M. J. F. 



How I love to look on the fresh green moss^ 

In the pleasant time of springs 
When the young light leaves in the quick breeze toss, 

Like fairies on the wing; 
When it springeth up in woodland walks. 

And a natural carpet weaves. 
To cover the mass of withered stalks. 

And last year's fallen leaves. 
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The lovely moss ! on the lowly cot 

It lies like an emerald crown. 
And the summer shower pierceth it not 

As it comes rushing down : 
And I love its freshened brilliancy. 

When the last rain hath pattered, 
And the sparkling drops on its surface lie, 

Like stars from the pure sky scattered. 



And I love — ^I love to see it much. 

When on the ruin gray. 
Which crumbles to Time's heavy touch. 

It spreads its mantle gay. 
While the cold ivy only gives. 

As it shivereth, thoughts of fear. 
The closely-clinging moss still lives. 

Like a friend, for'ever near ! 
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But oh ! I love the bright moss most. 

When I see it thickly spread 
On the sculptured stone, that fain would boast 

Of its forgotten dead : 
For I think — " If that lowly thing can efface 

The fame that earth hath given. 
Who is there that would eiver chase 

Glory, save that of Heaven !" 



FRAGMENT. 



saw the ship go dancing on 

Before the favoring gales ; 

And like the pinions of a swan. 

Were spread her swelling saib : 
But ere again uprose the sun. 

Rose sounds of shrieks and wails ; 
And ere morn the gallant ship was gone. 
And sunk with her snowy sails. 

OldBmiUd. 



A ship was on the ocean^ — round it fell 

Light from on high ; — ^the waters sparkling played 

In showers of spray around it, as its prow 

Cleft through their clear blue depths: no cloud in 

heaven. 
No angry billow on the laughing main ; 
No mournful faces on her stately deck ; 
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The seaman's song rose up, as farther still 
The vessel flew, until it only seemed 
A bird upon the waves; and the faint shout 
Died in the distance, like a spirit's hymn. 

The ship went through strange scenes, — through 

unknown seas. 
To glorious isles, that lay in the blue sea 
Like stormless clouds upon the summer heaven ; 
And there she was in glassy bays, where scarce 
The breath of tempest ever came ; beneath. 
Bright shells and crimson coral, gleaming up 
Through the pure lake-like ocean ; and around. 
Banks, where the spice-tree and the jasmine bough. 
Hung drooping even to the waters, while 
The odorous gums were dropping in the wave. 
Like angels' tears ; and breath of roses was 
The roughest gale that filled her snowy sails ; 
And her bold sailors brought from thence bright gems, 
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And strange wild flowers, and many-painted .plumes 
Of unknown birds, and loaded their bra?e ship . . 
With the rich treasures ; and then turned them home* 



The ship was on the main again ! — *t was night ; 
A beautiful, still night ! — ^there was no moon. 
But the bright stars were hanging overhead 
In golden clusters, and the breathless sea 
Gave them all back ; and the tall vessel seemed 
A fairy home, suspended 'twixt two heavens ; 
And there were happy hearts within her, for 
That eve they had descried the distant shore 
Of their own land, — and all had gone to rest, 
In the sweet hope that, ere another day. 
Their feet should press again their native earth ^-^i 
And the rich merchant dreamed how his gay stores 
Would pay him for his exile ; and the youth >. 
Thought of his loved one, and, in &ncy touched 
Already her rose lips ; and the stout sire 
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Dreamed of his wife and children* and bis hearth 

With their bright faces gathered rounds like stars. 

To hearken to the tale of all his voyage. 

There was a stillness over sea and heaven ; 

A placid calm, a holy peace : — alas ! 

What was that sudden cry — ^that rising flame 

That burst from the tall vessel ?— *t was no fire 

Of heaven, — ^no angry lightning, that had struck 

And blasted it ! — a moment, and the scene 

That was so fair, was changed, — ^the heavens above 

Were still as ever ; but the death-fire glowed 

Upon the waters ! Shrieks, and groans, and prayers. 

Rise up all vainly ! — there 's a sudden shriek. 

Like to an earthquake ; and the hopes and fears 

Of many hearts, the vessel and its freight. 

Are shivered, — scattered into nameless things ; 

And all that was therein for ever lost ! 
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Is it not like the heart — the human heart ? 
Doth it so go forth, — so lay up stores 
Of hope and passion, memory and truth. 
Things that shall only serve for fuel, when 
In a calm sea and stormless sky, bursts forth 
Its hidden fire — consuming, burning all 
It held of peace and bliss ; leaving, perhaps, 
A blackened, blasted, withered hulk, to float 
Joylessly on until it sinks ? — alas I 
•T is but too like ! 



THY KINGDOM COME. 



Thy kingdom come ! but where shall it be ? 

In the sweet, wild groves of Araby, 

Where the citron flowers and the date-tree grow. 

Where the fair and thomless roses blow. 

Where the sunlight falls in radiant streams. 

And the moon on forests of palm-trees beams ? — 

Fair are its roses and clustering vine. 

And its kingdom is bright— but it is not Thine ! 



Thy kingdom come ! shall it be in the land. 
Where the wrecks of the mighty and valiant stand; 
Where the temples, once by the heathen trod. 
Resound to the holy name of God ; 
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Where the fallen pillars and sculptured stone. 
Are 'midst sweet wreaths of wild flowers thrown ?- 
It hath a sad grace, that land so fair. 
But thy kingdom-— thy kingdom is not there ! 



Thy kingdom come I oh, wilt thou reign 
Within some grand and mighty fane ? 
By the work of our hands we will raise the pile. 
We will strew with flowers the vaulted aisle. 
We will toss the silver censers around. 
And a thousand voices of sweetest sound 
Shall breathe at once ; but it may not be, — 
Such a kingdom is not accepted by Thee ! 



Thy kingdom come ! in our cottage homes. 
We will give thee our hearts, by our kindred's t<Hnb8, 
By the ripplmg streams, in the ancient woods. 
Alike in crowds and in solitudes : 
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When the sun in his glory is beaming on high. 
When the moon and stars are lighting the sky. 
Oar souls shall be breathed in praise and prayer^ 
So Thoa wilt make thy kingdom there ! 



Thy kingdom come ! there is one we know. 
That hath not a stain of this world below^ 
Where there is nothing of darkness or night, 
Where thou art the pure Eternal Lights 
Where are peace and rest and holiest bliss ; 
Oh^ what is an earthly kingdom to this ! 
We are waiting for Thee— take us speedily home 
Thy kingdom come ! — oh, thy kingdom come ! 



THE LEAVES. 



'* Mysterious whisperings, 
And sounds, like half-heard voices, dwell amongst them." 



I love the leaves ! who doth not love 

Those children of the Spring, 
When first appears on the 'wakening grove. 

Their soft green covering ; 
When on the bare old bough they come. 

And shew their folded buds. 
And send a freshening, wild perfume 

Through the forest solitudes. 
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I love to sity at sultry noon. 

Within their dim green shade; 
And I love them when the quiet moon 

Lights up the woodland glade ; 
And I love to list to the lulling tune 

By the summer breezes played. 
In the deep stilly nights of June, 

From the wind and the thick leaves made. 



They are beautiful when past away 

Is their fresh brilliancy ; 
And the first traces of decay. 

Proclaim their end is nigh : 
When all the blossoms are no more. 

They catch their tints again. 
And mock the rose that bloomed before. 

With many a crimson stain. 
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Oh, when the setting snn casts down 

Its light on stich a aeene, " 

And tints the woods of fading brown. 

And mingled ivy's green ; ' 
It is so fair that we forget 

Its beauty but deceives. 
And think, almost without regret» 

On Summered withering lieares ! 



They are dearer still, when one by one. 

We watch them fctde and fell, — ^" 
There is a lesson of deep t<>i^e 

In them, that speaks to all ; 
They are like the hopes to our spirits shown 

Through all, from first to last, 
That in all changes still cling on. 

Till life itself Be past. 
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I loTe the leaves ! who would not love 

Such silent monitors P 
They wake a thought^ that far above 

All earthly feeling stirs ; 
They spring alike on fertile bowers. 

And on the barren tree ; — 
Let others take the fruit and flowers. 

The leaves, the leaves for me ! 



WOMEN AT THE CROSS AND TOMB OF 

THE SAVIOUR. 



Last at his cross, and earliest at his grave. 

Barrett. 



They wept beneath his cross, when all beside 
Forsook him ; when a trembling seized the earth. 

When terror shook the nations far and wide. 
And from their graves the buried dead came forth. — 

They wept beneath his cross when fear was rife. 

Like flowers that bowed, but broke not with the strife. 



They followed to his tomb, and saw him laid. 
Even as a mortal, in the darkening*dust ; 

With streaming eyes his resting-place surveyed. 
But never failed a moment in their trust 
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That he should burst its bonds ag^in^ and rise. 
Amidst rejoicing angels, to the skies. 

They stood beside his grave, ere the first light 
Of morning shone upon the dew-charged flowers ; 

The seal was gone, — the guards were put to flight ! 
And Death, the tyrant that the earth devours, 

O'ercome, — their Saviour could his sting destroy ; 

And now they wept !— ay, wept again for joy! 



Oh, woman ! ever thus forsake Him not. 
And he shall not forsake thee, — he shall be 

Thy constant friend, whatever be thy lot. 
And in thy parting hour the stay for thee ; 

Thy faith shall strengthen,— from despair shall save. 

And at thy rising, call thee from thy grave. 



THE PLACE OF REST. 



" This is not your rest." 



I am weary of life^ — ^I am tired of the earthy — 
Of its dark^ dark sorrows and boisterous mirth ; 
Of its changeful scenes^ — ^its uncertain joys^— 
Its woes that frown^ and its pleasure that cloys/ 
Of its dreams, that delude the youthful breast ;- 
Would I could find me a place of rest ! 



I sought it in lands beyond the sea. 
Where the flowers come forth in radiancy. 
Where spread the brightest and sunniest sky ; 
But, alas ! I found that the flowers must die, — 
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That clouds would o'ershadow the heavens' hlue 

breast. 
And I left it, — for me H was no place of rest ! 



I returned again to the pl^e of my birth, . 

But changes had come o'er its cheerful hearth : 

Some were now wanderers o'er the far wave, — 

Some were at peace in the lonely grave ; 

There were still some hearts that were not estniajiged. 

But except their affections, all things were changed. 



There were voices beloved, but their treinidous tone 
Told of the years that were over them gone ; 
There were brows that scarce touched by Time's dark- 
ening wing. 
Looked like the lingering flowers of spring ; 
There were smiles, but they only shone over decay. 
Like the fading light o'er the dying day ; 
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There were heads, with whose sunny clastering hair 
Were mingled the early snows of care ; 
There were eyes, but where was their once bright 
hue? 

A mist of tears had dimmed their blue : 

Oh, I brooked not to look on those altered things. 

And I stayed not there my wanderings ! 



I went to fair cities, and in the crowd 
I mingled awhile with the gay and proud ; 
I strove to be happy, — ^I strove to smile. 
But the days passed heavily on the while ; 
And though every hour with mirth was fraught. 
It bore not within it the peace I sought. 



I fled away into solitude,— 
I hoped to find quiet by mountain and wood ; 
But alas ! when the spirit would use its wings 
And mingle with grand and glorious things. 



iL. 
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'Tis fettered by clay to its earthly sphere^ — 
Rest there was none for my bosom^ here. 

I sat me down 'neath the midnight sky. 
The bright stars sparkled like gems on high ; 
Before me lay the mighty deep. 
Still murmuring in its peaceless sleep ; 
And I thought, as I looked on its heaving breasts- 
There is indeed no place of rest ! 



But there came a still, small voice through the gloom, 

*' Thing of the dust ! return thee home ! 

Is it thine to repine at the will of Him, 

Before whom yon glorious stars are dim ? 

Pray that thy sins may be forgiven, — 

Hope for a resting-place in heaven !" 



MARGARET. 



She knew that she was dying. 

And she dreaded not her doom ', 
She never thought of sighing 

0*er her beauty*s blighted bloom ; 
She knew her cheek was altered. 

And she knew her eye was dim ; 
But her sweet voice only faltn^d, 

When she spake of losing him. 

T. H. BATLBr. 



It is a pleasant scene— that quiet vale. 
And those tall aspens trembling in the gale. 
And that broad river winding calmly by. 
Reflecting in its depths the sunset sky. 
And that white cottage half in ruins laid. 
And yet more beautiful by ruin made. 
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Decked with the natural wreaths the ivy twines. 
And the wild shoots of the neglected vines; 
That spot is almost hallo wed,— there was one 
Who made it lovelier once ; but she is gone ! 
And all that now remains of that fair thing. 
Is in the silent church-yard, mouldering. 

She was not very beautiful ; — perhaps 
It is not the most perfect form that wraps 
Always the loftiest soul, and her's was high 
A^d bright, and stainless as yon azure sky ; 
Yet she was lovely ! 't was that loveliness 
That cometh from the spirit's pure excess 
Of ardent feeling, — such her face had caught, 
AAd every feature glowed with the sweet thought 
That ever freshly from her heart would mount 
To her sweet cheek, like to a ceaseless fount. 
That bubbles up amidst fair summer flowers. 
And keeps them sparkling still with its sweet showers; 
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And those who saw her once, could ne'er forget 

The smiling face of that dear Margaret ! 

And yet it was not those who for awhile 

Beheld her with a hright unchanging smile 

On her rose lip, and saw her hrow and cheek 

Lit up with mirth, and heard her gaily speak 

As nought hut joy could dwell heneath the sky^ 

These did not see her heart's reality ; — 

They did not know what treasures, unrevealed. 

Of worth and genius in that hreast were sealed ; 

They did not know how worked her feelings, -n 

they 
Were even as those who watch the sunlight play - / 
Upon the waves, and in that hrilliancy 
Think not what gems within their depths may lie ; 
They had not seen her, when the evening time 
Stole gently o'er the earth, and the faint chime 
Of distant bells came softly on the breeze. 
Wandering amidst that grove of poplar trees. 
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While flashed the stars^ and beamed the quiet moon. 

And leaves danced lightly to the night winds' tune. 

Oh no ! they had not seen her then, — her eye 

Sparkling with more than human radiancy. 

Her dark hair loosely floating from her brow. 

Her fair cheek burning with a 'raptured glow. 

Her white hands clasped, and raised towards the sky. 

And her frame trembling with her ecstasy ! 

These were her happy hours; — the world, its woes. 

Its fleeting pleasures, and its cruel blows. 

Were all forgotten then, — her soul afar 

Was lifted up beyond the highest star, 

'Midst viewless worlds on its strong pinions driven. 

And soaring on into the highest heaven ! 



Yet her's was not a soul that would expand 
Only to things sublimely, wildly grand : 
The dew-drops on the flowers at set of day. 
The birds that sang upon the slender spray. 
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The faint perfume the opening rosebud yields. 
And the white daisies spangling o'er the fields. 
Were very dear to her — for genius flings. 
Its own bright colouring o'er the simplest things. 



There was but one who knew her well, — and he 
Loved her almost unto idolatry. 

He had not only seen her in the throng, 
Joining the dance, and mingling in the song. 
Where still his eye, amidst the gladsome stir. 
Turned from more beauteous forms to gaze on her ; 
He had beheld her bending o'er the page 
Of many a poet and long buried sage. 
And seen the fresh enthusiasm arise 
In the quick lightning of her wild dark eyes ; 
And he had wandered when the day was done 
With her to gaze upon the setting sun ; 

m 

Had looked upon her in the still moonlight. 
Had seen her raptures in a beauteous night. 
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Had known each dream that passed through her 

pure breast^ 
And knew not when she was the loveliest ! 
She never hid a thought, a hope from him — 
He was to her another self; the dim 
First dawning^ of her genius^ and the first 
Rude lays she framed^ until these glimmerings burst 
Into a deathless flame, — ^to him were known ; 
Even as that lovely evening star hath shown 
From its first rising, every trembling gleam 
Unto the faithful bosom of that stream. 



At length there came a time when all the truth 

Of real life broke through these dreams of youth. 

For he was forced to leave his native isle. 

And his dear home, and his sweet Margaret's smile. 

For other lands. — ^There is an ancient oak 

That since is blasted by the thunder stroke. 
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Hard by that cottage : then its broad boughs made ' 
In summer time a cool and pleasant shade^ 
And round its roots a thousand wild flowers sprung. 
And o'er its boughs woodbine and ivy hung, — 
'T was there they parted : 't was a fresh spring mohi. 
And the sweet may had covered that old thorn 
With its pearl blossoms, that had made the ground 
As if a spring snow-shower had fallen around. 
There is a sweet, sad pleasure when we part 
With all Hope's visions quickening in the heart. 
And when the tears we shed are but the showers 
Of morning dew, that fall from life's first flowers : 
Such was their parting — and they fondly deemed 
That they should meet again ; and nothing seemed 
More full of peace and promise than the way 
That, strewed with thomless flowere, before them lay. 



Time passed along,— and Margaret's simple name 
Was blended with the fleeting breath of Fame ; 
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And glory shone around her : many strove 
Vainly to win the gentle minstrePs love — 
Bat that was all for Henry ; — and she thought 
OfUimesiy what joy within his bosom wrought. 
Whene'er he heard that she, his promised bride. 
Was named with those who were his country's pride. 



Alas ! she wa3 too happy then. At length 

Her cheek grew pele, her light step lost its strength; 

Gently as drops a blossom in the breeze, .*; 

SofUy as music dies along the seas. 

She withered. Genius ! wherefore is it thus P 

Why is thy stay so very short with us ? 

Why do the forms, that thou hast sacred made 

By dwelling in them, still the soonest fade ? 

Oh ! as an eagle fettered from its birth 

Still feels its element is not the eailh. 

And restless in its lone captivity. 

Weakens its bonds in efforts to be free. 
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She started ! for she heard her chamber door 
Thrown open, and a step upK>n the floor 
Behind her ; and she felt that she was pressed 
Again unto her Henry's throbbing breast ! 
She flung herself upon his bosom : — when 
They parted from that long embrace, again 
Her eyes were closed, and there was not a streak 
Of colour on the pale and placid cheek ; — 
He laid his hand that faithful heart upon, 
*T was motionless ! — his Margaret's life was gone ! 




THE SLEEPERS. 



Thet are sleeping ! who are sleeping ? 

Children wearied with their play ; 
For the stars of night are peeping. 

And the sun hath sunk away : 
As the dew upon the blossoms 

Bows them on the slender stem, — 
So, as light as their own bosoms. 

Balmy sleep has conquered them. 



They are sleeping ! who are sleeping ? 

Mortals compassed round with woe,- 
Eyelids wearied out with weeping. 

Close for very weakness now ; 
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And that short relief from sorrow. 
Harassed nature shall sustain. 

Till they wake again to morrow. 
Strengthened to contend with pain. 



They are sleeping ! who are sleeping ? 

Captives in their gloomy cells ; 
And sweet dreams are o'er them creeping. 

With their thousand coloured spells. 
All they loved ! again they clasp them, — 

Feel again their long-lost joys ! 
But the haste with which they grasp them. 

Every fairy form destroys. 



They are sleeping ! who are sleeping ? 

Misers hy their hoarded gold ; 
And in fancy now are heaping 

Gems and pearls of price untold. 
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Golden chains their limbs encumber, — 
Diamonds seem before them strown ; 

But they waken from their slumber. 
And the splendid dream is gone. 



They are sleeping ! who are sleeping ? 

Pause a moment— lightly tread, — 
Anxious friends are fondly keeping 

Vigils by those sleepers' bed : 
Other hopes have all forsaken. 

One remains — that slumber deep ; 
Speak not, lest they should awaken 

From that sweet, that saving sleep. 



They are sleeping ! who are sleeping ? 

Thousands who have passed away. 
From a world of woe and weeping. 

To the regions of decay. 
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I can remind me of the time. 
When in life's summer glow. 

Thy years had hardly passed their prime. 
And scarce one flower lay low ; 

But clouds thy heaven have overcast. 

Since those bright days of pleasure past 

Mother ! thy step is not so firm 

As it was wont to be. 
For secret blight and open storm 

Have done their work on thee; 
Thy hair turns grey, and I can see 

Thy hand more tremulous. 
And thy dark eye hath lost its glee. 

Save when it turns on us. 
Thy children — then it hath a joy 
And light, that nothing can destroy. 



Yet weep not, mother ! for the days 
Passed by, we '11 not regret ; 
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The star of Hope, with all its rays, 
Is only dimmed, not set. 

Fixed o'er thy path it shall remain, 
And neyer more deceive. 

And it shall sparkle out i^ain. 
To light thy quiet eve ; 

Fling^g a radiance o'er past years. 

And brightening all thy fallen tears. 



Mother ! perhaps the poet's wreath. 

May ne'er be twined for me ; 
Perhaps I was not made to breathe 

In lofty poesy ; — 
Yet still I know thy tender love 

Will think it melody ; 
Thy partial ear will still approve. 

However weak it be ; 
And thou wilt love the words that start. 
Thus from the fulness of the heart 

F 2 



TRUST IN HEAVEN. 



This world is all a fleeting show. 

For man's delusion g^ven ; 
The smiles of joy, the tears of woe. 
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow, — 

There 's nothing true but heaven 1 

MOORB. 



Trust in heaven ! — ^when o'er thy path 
Clouds and tempests come in wrath ; 
When thy grief oppresseth thee. 
When ohscured thy prospects be. 
When around the mists are driven. 
Heed them not^ but trust in heaven ! 



Trust in heaven !•— when morning lifts 
Up her head, and casts her gifts. 
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Light and dew, upon the earth. 
When she brings the blossoms forth. 
Till shall shine the stars of even. 
For a safeguard trust in heaven I 



Trust in heaven, when there afar 
Bumeth many a glorious star ; 
Canst thou doubt when thus their light 
Gleams unshadowed through the nighty 
That protection may be given 
To thy pillow ? — trust in heaven ! 



Trust in heaven ! — when one by one 
The sweet waves of hope glide on. 
Leaving thee a wreck at last 
On the shore whence they have past ; 
Though thy heart is wrung and riven. 
Still for ever trust in heaven ! 
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Trast in heaven !_when from its way 
Those thou lovest, go astray. 
Strive, still strive to win them back 
To its straight but thornless track ; 
And that truth may soon be given 
To their spirits — trust in heaven ! 



Trust in heaven ! — ^it shall not fail. 
When the darkest griefs prevail ; 
And when death at length shall come. 
When around thee spreads his gloom. 
Pray that thou may'st be forgiven. 
Place thy dearest trust in heaven ! 



THE ACCEPTED SACRIFICE. 



Give me thy heart. 

Provtfin. 



What shall we offer thee, thou God of love 1 

Thou^ who didst build the heavens and mould the 
earth; 
Thou, who didst hang the sparkling stars above. 

And callMst from darkness light and beauty forth ! 
From all the treasures of the earth and sea. 

What shall we offer thee ? 



Shall we present thee gold and glittering gems. 
Such as might wreath the brows of royalty ; 

Shall we pluck roses from their slender stems. 
Such as in summer's graceful bowers may be. 

And shaU we lay them at thy holy feet. 

An offering fair and meet ? 
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Or^ shall we deck thy temple with the spoils 
Of mighty cities^ and rich palaces ; 

Strew flowers, — fling on the altar wine and oil ; 
And pour around the mingling melodies 

Of lutes and voices in soft harmony. 

Breathing up praise to thee ? 



Or shall we bring the treasures of the field. 
When the rich autunm fills her flowing horn ; 

The russet fruits the loaded branches yield, — 
The clustering grapes,— the golden waving com, — 

The flowers of summer, — the sweet buds of spring,-— 

Oh ! which, which shall we bring ? 



There is a voice, which saith, " Oh, dearer far 
Than all the earthly treasures ye can give. 

The pure aspirings of the spirit are,> 
When in the light of Truth it loves t6 live V' 

Such be our offering at thy holy shrine,— 

Our hearts, our hearts be Thine ! 



THE EAGLE ON THE WING. 



" Tby place is in the heaveiis ! the ^my ton 
Is as a brother to thee ! thou alone 
Of an earth's things can gaze npon his fmee, 
Unblinded by its glory \" 



Sail on, proud bird, sail on ! 

On the pinions of the wind ; 
Nor from thy height look down 

On the world thou leav'st behind. 



Thou hast left the waving wood. 
Where thy crj spread fear around ; 

ThoQ hast left the solitude. 

That ne'er heard anoth^ sound ; 
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And the fresh and flowery plains. 
And the gentle rippling spring. 

And the dear though wild domains. 
Where first thou tried'st thy wing. 

Yet on, proud bird, sail on ! 

Unheeding rock or nest ; 
Though thou from them all hast gone. 

Mourn not, thy place is best ! 

By the stream where thou hast quaffed. 
In the plains where thou loYedst to be. 

The hunter's deadly shaft 

Might have found its way to thee ; 

But now thou art rising high. 

Thou hast left, thou hast left tbfim all ; 
And thou fearest not, in the sky. 

An earthly shaft or thrall. 
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Yet, wherefore dost thou turn 
Again^ and gaze thus back P 

On> where the sunbeams bum ! 
On^ in their glorious track ! 



And wherefore dost thou rest 

Thus- on thy mighty wing P 
Why look back to thy nest 

With such fond lingering P 

It hath precious ties for thee. 
That can tempt thee back again ; 

Though thou know'st the earth must be 
But a scene of fear and pain. 

Sail on, proud bird, from earth. 
Wilt thou not 'scape the snare ? 

Ah ! freedom were little worth. 

That thy loved ones could not share ! 



^. 



76 



'Tifi thus with the parting soul. 
When it looks with hope above ; 

When it breaks the earth's controul. 
And every bond save love ! 

Though it knows it shall be free 
In heaven from woes unkind. 

It still looks lingeringly 
To the world it leaves behind. 



THE DEAD. 

" Oh, such a death is beautiful as life !" 

She lieth on her flower-strown bed 

As if a slumber deep 
Its balm npon her senses shed> 

But alas ! it is not sleep. 
Her heart knows now no feverish throbs- 

And she does not hear the sound 
Of the mournful sighs and heavy sobs 

Of her weeping friends around. 



The gentle smile is resting still 

Upon her features pale; 
The dark curls on her forehead chill. 

Part like a sable yeil ; 
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Her eyes are closed ; and her cheek 's the same^ 

Save that it hath no tear; — 
Yet this is Death ! — ^the thing we name 

With shuddering and with fear. 



True, there are some who view the grave 

As a resting-place from pain ; 
A spot where wearied hearts shall have 

No cold and earthly chain. 
And there are some who, dying, trust 

That many an eye shall gaze 
Upon the tomh, that o'er their diist 

The living fondly raise. 



But she, who never struck the lyre. 

Or won a hero's name. 
Who knew her memory would expire. 

Nor leave one wreck to fame, — 
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Sh€, who WIS kipp J oo the 



Oh, what to her eoold Death ^c; w«fih 
The bias Ihit he dertiDj* ! 



Oh, weD she knew that though her kc 

Had been aapi e iacl T Ueit; 
Tbongfa the wofld ^eemwi a happr ftpot. 

Yet ** this was not her rest ! '^ 
And the best ledings of her heart 

To earth she had not giren. 
For her's had been that "better part,'' 

To trost alone in hearen. 



WHO LOVES ME BEST? 



Who loves me best ?— my mother sweet. 
Whose every look with love is replete ; 
Who held me, an infant, on her knee, — 
Who hath ever watched me tenderly ; 
And yet I have heard my mother say. 
That she some time must pass away ; 
Who then shall shield me from earthly ill ?- 
Some one must love me better stOl ! 



Who loves me best ? — ^my father dear, 
Who loveth to have me always near ; 
He whom I fly each eve to meet. 
When past away is the noontide heat ; 
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Who from Ike bMk viMre the 
Brings me tiie wild vood 
Oh ! he is dear as mj mother IK» me^ — 
But he win perish, even : 



Who loyes me hest?— 4he gentle dove. 
That I Imve tuned with my cfafUish hnre^ 
That erery one sare myself doth fear. 
Whose soft ooo sonndedi when I oome near ? 
Y^ perhaps it hot loves me hecanse Ihring 
To its cage the drops from the clearest ^Hring, 
And~hang gyi^en htanches aroimd tiie door, — 
Something, sorely, mast loye me more ! 



Who loves me best ?-^my sister fair. 
With her liMigiiing eyte'aiid dustering hair; 
Who flowers aAM»^ my head doth twin^ 
Who prteaeth her ro6y lips to min^ • 
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Who singeth me songs in her ariless glee,- 
Can any love me' better than she? 
Yet when I asked, that sister confest. 
Of all, she did not love me the best ! 
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Who loves me best ? — ^my brother young. 
With his healthy cheek and his lisping tongue ; 
Who delighteth to lead me in merry play ^^ 

Far down the green-wood's bushy way ; 
Who sheweth ine where the hazel nuts grow, f 

And where the fairest field flowers blow ? ■>■ ,:i 

Yet perhaps he loves me no more than the rest^»- •« .. 
How shall I find who loves me best ? 
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My mother loves me, — ^but she may die ; 
My white dove loves me, — ^but that may fly ; 
My father loves me, — ^he may be changed ; 
I have heard of brothers and sisters estranged : 
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If they shoiikl forsake me, what should I do P 
Where should I hear my sad heart too P 
Some one surely would he my stay — 
Some one must love me hetter than they. 



*' Yes, fair ehild t there is one ahove. 
Who loves thee with an unchangeable love ; 
He who formed those frail, dear things. 
To which Uiy young heart fondly clings, — 
Even though all should forsake thee still. 
He would protect thee through erery ill. 
Oh, is not such love worth all the rest ? — 
Child ! it is God who loves thee best!'' 



o 2 



t • > 



L. 



• ' ' .' » . *r It 'J 



FEtlX TREMBLED. ' 



1 ! > 



'.!• ; " ,'. -I- • • ' ?!• • 



He is ^ ftMnati whom the tnidi niales Ire*'! 

COWPER. 



He trembleth I and IMs wbite lip9 quiverj 
And biQ cheek weftiB the hUei of deith; : 

His bosom heft,Teth>;: as. the: rivei^ ' 
Whose wiifes tu^e^tiirred without a^))reath> 

Beneath ]$:siU)nnless sky> doth shew 

Some wild commolpionstiiFs below. 



And wherefore ? is there acight to move 
Such feelings P can that weak old man. 

Whose face speaks nought but peace and love. 
Disturb that mighty soul ? — he can ! 

That voice — ^that eye's mild beams can dart 

Like lightning on the Ruler's heart. 
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He trembleth, as that placid brow 
Is lighted up with truth and faith^ 

Those sunken cheeks inspired glow. 
And holy words of peace be saith : 

And though the chains around him are, 

Oh> is he not the freeest far P 



Wherefore doth Felix tremble? — ail 

Of power and pomp are round him waiting ; 

The slaves before his footstool fall. 

Glory his spirit is dating'; ' ' 

That captive saint doth but appear. 
And lo ! he shrinks and quails with fear ! 

The wrath of God i$ passing o'er him, 
And shaking every diord within ; 

And conscience setteth now before hin^ 
His long and hideous debt of sin. 

Oh ! happier far in that dread hour. 

The prisoner of bis godless power 1 



STANZAS. 



k 



Oh, could we see the regions . 

Beyond the azure air/ 
And could we see the legions 

Of blessed spirits there, — 
And could we see the bowers, . 

Prepared for us on high. 
And the fragrant, fadeless flowers 

That are beyond that sky ;— 
Should we ever shed a tear. 
For our woe moid sorrow here ? 



Oh, could we see the glory . 
Our long-lost friends have claimed. 
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Brighter than ever story. 
That human lips have framed, — 

Could we behold the pleasures 
That they are tasting now. 

And see the sparkling treasures 
Bound round each radiant brow ; — 

Should we weep — should we sigh. 

To think that things of earth must die P 

But though we have not seen it, — 

That kingdom free from woe, — 
Though there's a gulf between it 

And us, we know His so ; 
Though death divide it from us. 

We know that we must die. 
And in God's holy promise 

Our spirits should rely ; 
ShaU we not believe the word. 
That once from his own lips was heard P 
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We trust in Him to aid us 

Upon ottr pUgrimage^ 
And though the world upbraid ns^ 

With Him we will engage ; 
And in our path to heaven, 

Thotigfa weeds* of woe be 8trown, 
We 'E pray to be forgiven, — 

We*ll trust in Him alone. * 
Dash the darkening tear away. 
Our glory never shall decay. 



^BdK plice vkcKr v« ciB flee 



drariness and gloom; 
Wliere Acre still aje sniiles to gild oor tears — 
Sacfa should we cmU oor iKHne. 



And where shall mine be ? — 'midst the bowers 

That in childhood I so loVed ; 
Where there are bright and fragrant flowers, 

By the breath of summer moved ; 
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And where the clear blue rivers sweep, 
Unscorched by the son at iioon> 

And where the first young rosebuds peep. 
In the sunny time of June. 



They were my earliest dreams, — my heart 

With such young visions swelled ; 
But now I mourn that they depart, 

And my quickening thoughts are queUed ; — 
And the flowers may fade, and the river sweU 

To a torrent's wrathful foam, — 
Oh, in such scenes I will not dweU, 

They shaU not be my home ! 



Then shall it be in the isles that lie 
Within the Udeless main. 

Like clouds upon an azure sky. 
Or tents upon a plain P 
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They boast bright skies and glittering things, ' 

And birds that gaily roam ; 
But the flowers may ehange^the birds have wings, 

I choose not there my home. 



Then let me tarn to the place that is 

As hallowed ground to me. 
Where I have spent long years of Miss, 

And more perchance may b^ 
Where like to stars around the hearth, * 

Loved faces shine and come->— 
Oh, there is all I want on earth ; 

I seek no better home ! 



» * . ( 



Yet, it is fit to look beyond. 
And think when, one by one. 

Those smiling eyes, those faces fond. 
Shall all be changed, or gone ; 
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Where ahall my spirit find an ark. 
That shall be meet for me,- - ' 

To bear me through the unkiio:wK dark 
Of dread eternity.' I i»i 



Flowers may be bnght^ isles may be fair. 

Hearts dear — ^but tbcy must* end ; - > ' 
And then, when comcEr the hour of car^ ' 

On which can I depend i^>t*^^< 
Bat, whilst s^to^onrsoolS'^tis given 

To look beyond the tomb-; - ^ ^ 
While we cast all onreare' oil Heaven, 

We shall not want a home! • ■ ' 



!■ .i- 



THE DAUGHTER. 



Some feelings are to mortals given. 

With less of earth in them than heaven ; 

And if there be a human tear 

Fr6m passioi)*^ di^e^s reined and clesM^,. . 

A tear so limpid and so meek. 

It would not -stain an ai^l*^ cheek; • 

*T is that which pious fathers shed. 

Upon a duteous daiiglit^'s Tiead. ' ' 

Scott. 



'T IS twilight — o'er the cottage door 

The linden branekeB^ dixxypr 
And on the gre^ai that lies before^ 

Is seen a happy group; ^ ., , -'V 

An aged man is sitting there, , 
Surrounded by his children fair. 
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His children now his only stay ; 

Their mother — where is she ? 
Snatched to the regions of decay, 

As all who live must be : 
Yet he is happy -^ for stiU those 
Are left to see his evening close. 

He g^es on his sons^ bright heads 
With all a father's pride. 

The smile his features OTerspreads, 
As round his path they glide. 

But oh i the tear-drop fills his eye. 

Whene'er he sees her glancing by. 



For who so swift to brifig to him ^ - 
The earliest flow^^ of ^ring P - 

Who can so well the winer*Qup brim^^ 
Who can so swe^ysing? ^ '■'' 

Who watch With such unwearied cai^ 

His every step — who look so fair ? 
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And though the manly laugh of mirlh 
May make his heart rejoice, 

How sad would be his winter hearth, 
Without her gentler yoice ; — 

The lighter step, the sweeter tone— 

These can belong to her alone. 



Is she not lovely, with the blush 

Floating across her cheek ; 
The voice that can so sweetly gush. 

In tones so fond and meek P 
Would he not mourn her more than all, 
If she should in her beauty fall P 

Though to her brothers' spirits free. 

He still for aid might cling. 
How desolate his life would be. 

Without that dearest thing ; 
Ambition's hopes would perish too. 
Like flowerets vaunSteAed with dew* 
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And vainly would the voice of fame 
Be raised to speak liie worth 

And glofy of each other name^ 
If she were gone from earth ; 

Sadly he'cl greet each nohle boy. 

If she no more could share his joy. 



But lo ! their mingling voices rise 
Through the still evening dim. 

Ascending gent]^ to the skies, . 
In their sweet vesper hymn ; 

And/knidst them all her voice is heard. 

Floating the softliest o'er each word. 

They part^-tiielr evening song is don^ 

And all is silent now ; 
But when tomorrow eve the sun 

Shall cease once more to glow. 
Again shall rise thi^t tenderer tone. 



That can bdong to lier.alime 



THE VOICE OF GOD. 



The holy voice of God ! 'tis heard 
When awfiil thunder peals around, 

When the huge rocks, by lightnings scarred. 
Fall crashing to the trembling ground ; 

When forests tremble at his nod, — 

Then do we hear the voice of God ! 



In the light breathing of the breeze 
That stirs the quivering aspen tree, — 

In the low murmur of the seas. 
And in the winds soft minstrelsy ; 

When waves the tall grass on the sod,— 

In these we hear the voice of God ! 

H 
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When loudly raves the winter storm^ 

And snow comes on its white wings down ; 

When darkening clouds the heavens deform. 
And leafless trees through frost-wreaths frown ; 

Then o'er the earth he shakes his rod, — 

That tempest is the voice of God ! 



There is a still, small voice within 

Our hearts, that speaks of crimes forgiven. 

That bids us leave the paths of sin. 
And tells us how to seek for h^aven ; . 

This guides us through life's thomy road^— 

This surely is the voice of God ! 



THE CLOUDS. 



CloudBy now softly sailing 
Along the deep blae sky, now fixed and still. 

Miss Mitpord. 



Thb clouds ! the clouds ! they are beautiful. 

When they sleep on the soft spring sky. 
As if the sun to rest could lull 

Their snowy company ; 
And as the wind springpst up they stcurt, 

And career o'er the azure plain. 
And before the course of the breezes dart. 

To scatter their balmy rain. 

H 2 
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The clouds ! the clouds ! how change their forms 

With every passing breath ; 
And now a glancing sunbeam warms. 

And now they look cold as death ! 
Oh ! often and often have I escaped 

From the stir of the noisy crowd. 
And a thousand fanciful visions shaped 

On the face of a passing cloud. 



The clouds ! the clouds !■ round the sun at night. 
They come, like a band of slaves. 

That are only bright in their master's light» 

« 

And each in his glory laves. 
Oh ! they are lovely, lovely then. 

When the hea,ven around them glows ; 
Now touched with a purple and amber stain. 

And now with the hue of the rose. 
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The clouds ! the clouds ! in the starlit sky. 

How they float on the light winds wings ; 
Now resting an instant, then glancing hy. 

In their fickle wanderings ! 
Now they hide the deep hlue firmament. 

Now it shews their folds between. 
As if a silver veil were rent 

From the jewelled brow of a queen. 



The clouds ! the clouds ! they are the lid 

To the lightning's flashing eye ; 
And in their fleecy folds is hid 

The thunder's majesty !. 
Oh ! how their warring is proclaimed 

By the shrill blast's battle song ; 
And the tempest's deadliest shafts are aimed. 

From the midst of the dark cloud's throng. 
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The clouds ! the clouds ! — ^My childish days 

Are post, my heart is old ; 
But here and there a feeling stays^ 

That never can grow oold ; 
And the love of Nature is one of these. 

That Time's wa^e never shfoilds ; 
And oft and oft doth my soul find peace 

In watching the passing clouds ! 



WHAT MANNER OF MAN IS THIS, THAT 
EVEN THE WINDS AND THE SEA OBEY 
HIM 1—Matt. viii. 27. 



Oh ! who is he ? — the mighty waves 
Are silent when they hear his word, — 

The billows tremble Hke to slaves. 

And the rude wind, that wildly stirred. 

Sinks silently away to sleep 

Upon the bosom of the deep ; 

And the storms flee before him, and are gone. 

Like clouds before the glory of the sun ! 



Oh ! who is he ? — a mortal's form, 
A mortal's face and voice are his ; 

Yet, wherefore flees away the storm. 
Why comes a calm upon the abyss ? 
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The ship is tossing hopelessly. 
And madly boils the raging sea ; 
Yet, in a moment stays it, at his will. 
When he hath only uttered, " Peace ! be still. 



Oh ! who is he ? — ^is he a king. 

With power to force the wind to cease, — 
Who, as he bids his people bring 
Offerings, can bid a holy peace 
Come, like a breath of heaven, upon 
The water — and will ocean own 
A mortal's power ? No earthly king is he. 
And yet hath rule o'er heaven, and earth, and sea ! 



Oh ! who is be ? — ^hath Genius poured 
Her hidden treasures o'er his mind ; 

And like the royal harp, whose chord 
Could calm a monarch's tortured mind. 
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Hath be a music in his tone. 
To make the mighty sea bow down ? — 
Mightier than minstrel in his mightiest hour. 
Is that whereof he holds alone the power ! 



Oh ! who is he ? — could man's command 

Be heard in Ocean's inmost caves. 
It could not force a g^ain of sand 

To fly towards the eddying waves : 
Therefore, within that earthly mould. 
The spirit sent from heaven behold ; 
And lowly bowing, at his footstool fall. 
Confessing him the God, the Saviour of us all '. 



" THEREFORE, LET HIM THAT STAND- 
ETH TAKE HEED LEST HE FALL." 



I have beheld the eagle rise 

Proudly upon its mighty pinions. 
And soar along the azure skies. 

As if they were its own dominions ; 
And I have seen its kingly form 

Amidst the clouds and whirlwinds floating. 
Regardless of the thunder storm, 

Its every motion strength denoting : 
Yet I have seen that very bird. 

That heeded not the thunder's pealing. 
That when the tempest's voice was heard. 

Amidst the lightning's bolts was wheeling. 
Struck by some earthly shaft, low lying 
Upon the plain, o'erpowered and dying. 
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And I have seen the bark, that brayed 

Unhurt the waves and billows round it» 
As if when near the tempest raved. 

Some hallowed spell of safety bound it. 
Gliding along in summer days. 

Upon a fair and stormless ocean, 
Its full sails set, and the white maze 

Of foam it left, in trembling motion. 
Still closing o'er its briny track ; 

But I have seen its glory failing. 
While through the sunny air came back 

Unto the shore the sound of wailing ; — 
The leak was sprung ! in that dread hour 
The noble vessel lost its power. 

Are not these things like to the heart. 
That feels 'tis on the way to heaven ? 

That thinks it never can depart 

From its bright course ? — ^that heart has striven 
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With vast temptations^ — conquered all. 

And proud of its own power to crush them. 
Believes that it can never fall ; 

And strives not in its depths to hush them. 
And knows not they are whispering 

Delusively, till they have bound it. 
So that it fails to use its wing, — 

So that the crimes of earth may wound it ; 
And then the dream so long it cherished, 
Its pride, its glory, — all are perished ! 



THE DREAM OF THE DYING. 



Our life is twofold : sleep hath its own world, 
A boundary between the things misnamed 
Death and existence ; sleep hath its own world, 
And a wide realm of wild reality, 
And dreams in their development have breath. 
And tears, and tortoies, and the touch of joy. 
• • • • they become 

A portion of ourselves as of our time. 
And look like heralds of eternity ! 

Byron. 



Nay, tell me not of life ! 

I know it may not be ; 
And it is such a scene of strife. 

Oh, wish it not for me ! 
Is not my cheek fast fading. 

As evening's crimson flies P 
Is not a dimness shading 

The lustre of mine eyes P 



no 



Nay, pray not I may yet 

Rejoin the world again ; 
Gladly would I at once forget 

Life and its g^alling chain ! 
And I have seen a vision, — 

And I have dreamed a dream. 
And sure that hour Elysian 

Was no deceiving beam ! 



There stood a spirit there. 

Before my sleeping sight. 
And her voice had not a tone of care. 

And her form was pure and bright : 
** Rejoice thee V* said the stranger, 

'' Beyond Time's mighty sea. 
Thy friends are free from danger. 

And soon I ccmie for thee ! 




Ill 



'' Rejoice thee ! — where they mre 

Is joy nnsUined and pore ; 
And like the brightness of a star 

Their glory shall endure ; 
We there have nought of weeping. 

And soon, soon shalt thou see 
Those who in dust are sleeping. 

In endless bliss with thee ! 



" There, there shalt thou rejoice. 

With all thy loved and lost. 
And lift, like them, a seraph's voice. 

Amidst heaven's holy host ; 
There, fadeless flowers are blooming. 

Fruits hang on every tree ; 
Then mourn not — ^I am coming. 

Ay — coming soon for thee !" 
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So parted that fair dream, — 

And would ye call me back. 
When I have braved so far life's stream. 

Followed so far its track ? 
And now my strength is failing. 

Your prayers should not be g^ven. 
For death my eyes is veiling, 

To bear the light of heaven ! 



TO A DEAR LITTLE BOY. 



Ah ! mayst thou ever be what now thou art, 
Nor unbeseem the promise of thy spring : 

As fair in form, as warm yet pure in heart, 
Love's image upon earth, without his wing. 

And guileless beyond Hope's imagining ! 

Byron. 



While in my bosom Sorrow dwells. 

And Hope has fled its darkened cells, — 

Whilst there the feelings that appeared 

Once fresh and young, are scorched and sered,- 

Whilst there are striving many a band 

Of griefs thou canst not understand — 

'T is sweet to think within my heart 

One pure affection still hath part^ 

That there one spring unstained may be, — 

That love, that spring, are kept for thee ! 
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I look on thee, my precious one ! 

As a sweet flower that ne'er hath known 

One cloudy day, one storm of life; 

That hath not felt the spirifs strife 

With passions, that, like summer's sun. 

Wither whate'er they look upon ; 

I think of thee as a young bird 

That scarce from parent nest hath stirred. 

And marvel what the course will be. 

That is in future traced for thee ! 



Whene'er I gaze upon thy face. 
Where never care hath left a trace ; 
Whene'er I see thy fair, smooth brow. 
Thy soft cheek with its roseate glow. 
The eyes whose tears are not of pain, 
(Would they might always so remain ! ) 
Though to mine own no tear-drops start, 
I see thee with a heavy heart. 
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RemanberiDg it m hcsreD's cleciee, 
A change must aoon come OTer thee ! 



Twixt Ds diere will be placed a bar. 
And, dear odc ! thoo wilt be afar ; 
Thoo wilt not then be that sweet child. 
Who once beside me sate and smiled ! 
Thy gladsome step wiU be less glad^ 
Thy merry voice perchance g^ow sad ; 
And Pride may spread her snares around. 
And anguish thy light heart may wound ; 
And thou wilt think no more of me. 
Though I shall still remember thee ! 



Thou wilt forget me i — ^in the world 
Thy sail of life will be unfurled ; 
And pleasures, like to butterflies. 
Will flit before thy dazzled eyes ; 
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And flatterers at thy feet will fall. 

And strive thy spirit to enthrall ; 

While I, within my solitude. 

Behold thee worshipped, sought, and wooed. 

And from my lone obscurity 

Breathe many a prayer to heaven for thee ! 



But though to thee I shall not speak. 
Though I shall kiss no more thy cheek. 
Though to my heart I shall not press thee- 
Still I will think of thee, and bless thee ! 
And oh ! in life's most joyous hour. 
Think on the One Eternal Power ; 
And pray to Him, as I will pray. 
To guide thee on thy earthly way ! 
Remember Him i and He shall be 
The friend, protector, all to thee ! 




STANZAS TO 



Say not there is no hope for thee, 
That guilt will cling to thee for ever ; 

That all thy lot is misery. 

And peace and joy shall cheer thee never ! 

In that bright heaven where shine the stars. 

Where the fair moon rides gloriously. 
Where nought its bliss and beauty mars. 

There 's hope for thee ! 

*T is true thy soul is deeply stained. 
That there 's a blight upon thy name ; 

That thy young star of life hath waned. 
And darkened is thy earthly fame : 

But when the heart sincerely grieves. 

Heaven shall its depths with peace imbue. 

As every flower that opes its leaves. 

Receives the dew ! 
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Thou must not look to worldly things. 

And sighing turn to earth again ; 
But if thy spirit tries its wings. 

Heaven shall their power and strength sustain ; 
And where for ever peace is found. 

Where voices float in melody. 
Though thorns thy path of life surround. 

There 's hope for thee ! 



THB END. 
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